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public and private buildings, while one knew that everything was
just as shabby inside ; and the raw weariness that seized one after a
day's work patching and contriving when one remembered that
there was a world outside this Russia where all this desperate
struggle was completely unnecessary because it Was actually possible
to discard a worn-out thing, whatever it was, and replace it with
something new. We were living on a rubbish-dump, second-hand
junk dealers raking over the lumber of civilization, sweating our
guts out to make miracles out of scrap-iron. That was how it seemed
when one permitted oneself to stand back and look at it.
I was still desperately anti-Bolshevik. These Bolsheviks were
ragmen in authority, hell-bent on reducing everything and everyone
about them to the common level of the dust-heap, even if it meant
burying themselves in the ruins, and to my mind the sooner Russia
was saved from them the better for everybody.
Eagerly I followed the progress of the relieving armies as it was
published in the Bolshevik newspapers. To us prisoners of Bolshevism
the signing of the armistice between the Allies and the Germans
meant that the Allied nations would now be free to devote their
energies to the re-conquest of Russia. We never considered that they
might do otherwise. It meant the same for the Bolsheviks. But to them
it meant also the annulment of the Brest-Litovsk Treaty and the
possibility of recovering the Ukraine and the Baltic Provinces again.
Lenin's cool logic in buying peace with the Germans had been
justified. Trotsky's electric restoration of the morale of the beaten
Red Army on the Volga had temporarily arrested the progress of
the victorious marchers from Siberia, but Admiral Kolchak had
now been acknowledged as Supreme Head of all the interventionist
armies and we were hopeful that it would be a matter of a few
weeks only before he was rolling Trotsky back towards Moscow.
In the south General Denikin finished clearing the Bolsheviks out
of the Caucasian territories and was also believed to be preparing to
advance on Moscow. Surely the ragmen's rule would have ended
with the spring.
But when the spring came the ragmen were still offering as much
resistance and had even some triumphs to crow over on their dung-
hills. Now that the Germans had gone they had retaken most of
the Ukraine and had touched the Black Sea at Odessa. Troops
which the French had landed there had taken to the sea again.
There were Soviets in Hungary and the Reds had still hopes of
Bolshevism in Berlin.
My mood of toleration for my captor-employers passed. I
started to look around for some way, however small, by which I
could play a part in combating and perhaps overthrowing this new
society. I no longer wanted to escape. I wanted to stay on and fight.